OVER THE HILLS AND FAR AWAY!

to prejudice them against the trip. So I left it behind, and
regretted it during these two December nights in the hills.
The wet and dry bulb thermometers registered almost alike,
my upper blanket was wringing wet and the pillow so
damp that it had to be turned over during the night. I wore
my Arab head-dress as a shawl to sleep in, but woke up
with eyes sticky from external moisture.

The camels couched around the fires sat all night con-
tentedly chewing the cud. They were astir with their
masters3 dawn prayer, and stood like so many statuesque
sentinels, waiting till a little more light and warmth should
sharpen their appetites. Then their masters came to drive
them off to crop the nearest thickets until we set out on the
day's march.

Our north-westerly course led up into the Qutun, the
roof of the Qara Mountains, and I turned in my saddle to
take a last glimpse of the Indian Ocean three thousand feet
below. Here the meadows ceased and gave place to
stretches of gudelat^ a large gum-yielding shrub. Children,
in the hope of bakhshish^ ran at my side to hand up plants
that they hoped would excite my favour, now halgum, a
tomato-like fruit used to clean hides, now $ubur.> a cactus
whose bitter sap is medicine for the belly and balm for the
eye, whilst the skin yields a greenish-yellow dye beloved of
local ladies. Bare bleak hills about us, with rough going,
drew out the party into single file. The divide passed, we
began to descend the far side of the Qara Mountains by the
torrent beds of Qabliya (2500 feet). Our route lay at the
bottom of its bleak gorge, sculped on both sides with deep
cavities - one of these Reddit, a shelter for flocks - while
the boulders lying in the valley were speckled with a white
efflorescence.
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